shown that Michaud was too easily moved by a tale of woe,
and lacked the indispensable authority of manner.

The market in the Rue Dejean, which used to keep the
neighbouring streets in a state of animation until the early
afternoon, had long since been dead. The rain, too, had
chased away the few vendors of laces or cheap brushes,
whose boxes had replaced, on the pavement edge, the
luxuriant baskets of days gone by, brimming with fruit and
vegetables. At midday the Rue Myrrha was almost deserted.
Huddled against the wall in quest of shelter from the gusts
of wind and rain, a double row of women and children
stood in a restless queue at the door of a grocery, the shop
window of which was empty. The tall, fiat-fronted houses,
almost all alike, with leprous white facades, looked like a
makeshift backscene for a realistic pky. Beneath the rain
and lashing blasts of wind, the street had a fragile, sickly
air. In the queue outside the grocer's shop, a stout lady
wearing a scarf round her head recogni2ed Lolivier from
afar, and dispatched a little girl to give the alarm at home.
He spotted the manoeuvre and made straight for the flats
at top speed. Without stopping at the concierge's lodge, he
dashed through the passage-way, clambered up two flights
of stairs and knocked at a door. The tenant,1 who was
three quarters in arrears, pleaded his two children, his
bedridden wife, and the cost of living.

1 Andre Caseneuve, turner-mechanic, was called up in 1943 for forced
kbour and sent to a factory in Bavaria. Better fed than at home, and relieved
from the cares of supporting a family, he acquired a taste for his new
existence. He considered German methods of work superior to those he had
known in France. German women seemed to him more attractive than
French women, and distinctly more so than his own wife. However,
Caseneuve did take part in the efforts at sabotage carried out by his group and
just escaped deportation. As from July, 1944, he remained without news of
his family for nearly a year, and discovered that he did not mind. Having
learnt the language, he thought he could remain in Bavaria after the German
defeat but his attempt failed and he was repatriated. Delighted to see his
family once more he felt, however, as if he were getting back into harness
after a long and pleasant holiday.
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